THE STORY OF PETERS

arranged very quickly. I was told by my Communist
friends that they were sure the talk would do a lot
of good and that on no account should I be anything
but frank and open when speaking with him.

Taking a taxi next morning we soon arrived at
the portentous buildings in which Peters' offices
were housed.

Cross-examined at the entrance and relieved of
our overcoats we were ushered into a lift which
shot upwards three stories. Accompanying our
guide down a corridor in a few seconds we were
standing outside Peters' sanctum.

The padded door swung open to the summons
of an electric bell and Peters5 secretary invited us
into the outer room of the suite.

A few moments later we met the man himself.
He was seated behind a large table desk littered with
papers, at his right hand a group of telephones.

Belinkiss, my interpreter, made to introduce me.
I noticed that he was extremely nervous. He
stuttered.

Peters waved his hand and dismissed him per-
emptorily. Rising from his chair he came over and,
standing before me said " I understand English,
although I cannot speak it too well. It is a long
time since I used it." He smiled and I saw his
brown eyes twinkle as he finished the sentence.

I must confess I began to like this white-haired,
pug-nosed, quiet-demeanoured man despite the
harrowing stories I had heard of his exploits.

" Well," he said, speaking in English with a very
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